34                         CLEMENCEAU
come to see me from time to time . . , or who write to me.
I look at them or I look at their signatures* I ask myself,
6 Wasn't he minister for something or other in my Cabinet,
that fellow ?' Hold on! There is one ... do you
remember that chap who had a nose like this ?
MYSELF: A nose like that ?
CLEMENCEAU : A nose in the air. . , . I've never seen
a nose so much in the air. . . .
MYSELF : Albert Favre ?
CLEMENCEAU : Yes.   What was Albert Favre ?
MYSELF : Under-Secretary of State for Internal Affairs.
CLEMENCEAU : Do you mean to tell me that he had
anything to do with Internal Affairs, the poor fellow?
And will you also tell me why I chose Albert Favre ? It
must be another of MandcPs doings. He brought round
a lot of people like that . . . The funniest thing about it is
that Albert Favre was a member of the opposition before
entering my Cabinet; once in, he remained a member of
the opposition. He had it in his blood. Pams . . . the
man who was at the Ministry of Justice and who was run
over: Nail . . . Pichon . , . Nice fellows! They had
only one fault: they were too decent. They weren't made
for war: things are different when you're looking into the
jaws of the Boche.
MY WIFE : Monsieur, do you think we shall always
have war ?
CLEMENCEAU : I can't say, dear lady. Perhaps there
will come a day when the peoples will come together in
a fraternal embrace to the sound of the flute, when,
alone amongst all things who are born, live and die,
man will live out his allotted time in peace. It isn't
probable; it's possible* Only, the question is not
whether we shall never again have war and whether in a
more or less distant future all this or that will come to